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He drives her away with fury and cursing. She reappears
for a moment and runs off terrified by his wrath. And
then, the fury exhausted and the passion spent, Antony
returns with his servant Eros.

ANTONY:   Eros, thou yet behold*st me?

EROS:         Ay noble Lord.

ANTONY:   Sometime we see a cloud that's dragonish,

A vapour sometime, like a bear, or lion,

A tower *d citadel, a pendent rock,

A forked mountain, or blue promontory

With trees upon't, that nod unto the world,

And mock our eyes with air.

Thou hast seen these signs,

They are black Vesper's pageants.
EROS:         Ay my Lord.
ANTONY:  That which is now a horse, even with a thought

The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct

As water is in water,

Antony, like the swan, is dying to slow music:

So it must be, for now
All length is torture: since the torch is out,
Lie down and stray no farther. Now all labour
Mars what it does: yea, very force entangles
Itself with strength: seal then and all is done.

Between Corwlanus (c. 1607-8) and Cymbeline (c. 1610)
there was apparently a period when Shakespeare wrote
little. Then in 1610 and 1611 he wrote Cymbeline, The
Winter's Tale and The Tempest. Cymbeline has few admirers.

It is an astonishing decline from the level of a few years
previously.  The Winter's Tale, in its dialogue, is Shake-
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